WHO WAS PALINURUS?

Thou Palinurw art his destin'd Prey;

To thee alone he takes his fatal way.

Dire Dreams to thee, and Iron Sleep he bears;

And lighting on thy Prow, the Form of Phorbas

wears.

Then thus the Traitor God began his Tale:
' The Winds, my Friend, inspire a pleasing gale;
The Ships, without thy Care, securely sail.
Now steal an hour of sweet Repose; and I
Will take the Rudder, and thy room supply/
To whom the yauning Pilot, half asleep;
* Me dost thou bid to trust the treach'rous Deep 1
The Harlot-smiles of her dissembling Face,
And to her Faith commit the Trojan Race ?
Shall I believe the Syren South again,
And, oft betray'd, not know the Monster Main ? *
He said, his fasten* d hands the Rudder keep,
And fix'd on Heav'n, his Eyes repel invading Sleep.
The God was wroth, and at his Temples threw
A Branch in Lethe dip'd, and drunk with Stygian

Dew:

The Pilot, vanquish'd by the Pow'r Divine,
Soon clos'd his swimming Eyes, and lay supine.
Scarce were his Limbs extended at their length.
The God, insulting with superior Strength,
Fell heavy on Him, plung'd him in the Sea,
And, with the Stern, the Rudder tore away.
Headlong he fell, and struggling in the Main,
Cry'd out for helping hands, but cry'd in vain:
The Victor Daemon mounts obscure in Air;
While the Ship sails without die Pilot's care,
On Neptwe*$ Faith the floating Fleet relies;
But what the Man forsook, the God supplies;
And o'er the dang'rous Deep secure the Navy flies.
Glides by the SyrenV Cliffs, a shelfy Coast,
Long infamous for Ships, and Sailors lost;